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ing; and to humour her, my father took away my books to day,
but gave them back tomorrow. She was wise enough to see that
nothing could be done in this way; she next insisted merely that
my Bible should be read with equal diligence. To this I was not
disinclined: and I accordingly perused the sacred volume with a
lively interest. Withal my mother was extremely careful that no
books of a corruptive tendency should come into my hands: im-
modest writings I would, of my own accord, have cast away; for
my princes and my princesses were all extremely virtuous.

To my mother, and my zeal for knowledge, it was owing that
with all my love of books I also learned to cook; for much was to
be seen in cookery. To cut up a hen, a pig, was quite a feast for
me. I used to bring the entrails to my father, and he talked with
me about them, as if I had been a student of anatomy. With
suppressed joy, he would often call me his misfashioned son.

My twelfth year was now behind me. I learned French,
dancing and drawing; I received the usual instructions in reli-
gion. In the latter, many thoughts and feelings were awakened;
but nothing properly relating to my own condition. I liked to
hear the people speak of God; I was proud that I could speak on
these points better than my equals. I zealously read many books
which put me in a condition to talk about religion; but it never
once struck me to think how matters stood with me, whether my
soul was formed according to these holy precepts, whether it was
like a glass from which the everlasting sun could be reflected in
its glancing. From the first, I had presupposed all this.

My French I learned with eagerness. My teacher was a clever
man. He was not a vain empiric, not a dry grammarian: he had
learning, he had seen the world. Instructing me in language, he
satisfied my zeal for knowledge in a thousand ways. I loved him
so much, that I used to wait his coming with a palpitating heart.
Drawing was not hard for me; I should have made greater pro-
gress had my teacher possessed head and science; he had only
hands and practice.

Dancing was, at first, one of my smallest amusements: my
body was too sensitive for it; I learned it only in the company of
my sisters. But our dancing-master took a thought of gathering
all his scholars, male and female, and giving them a ball. This
event gave dancing quite another charm for me.

Amid a throng of boys and girls, the most remarkable were two
sons of the Marshal of the Court. The younger was of my age,